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Ah! the tongue is cut off!
Ah! the loom is lost
Ah! the nose is cut
Ah! the crocodile gorges a child.
Siva is Tide Siva is Time
Siva my song Siva my rhyme.
(Mutthanathan enters the chamber ignoring Dhatta and nears the King. The Queen rises and the King rose!)
King: Blessed am 1
To see my very Lord Thus manifest! My life is fulfilled.
(He stands up with folded hands.)
Muttba: I am Agama myself
Unfolding the truth of being.
I shall have this passed on to you.
When a King is blessed His subjects are blessed. Thirukkovalw-This Capital city Must ring with Truth.
The sacred is secret
Let her alone. (Points to the Queen.)
Come with me
Retire let us
To a lonesome spot.
King: (Gesturing the queen to go away.) O\ Tapaswee, Be pleased To grace me. Be pleased To be seated. Be pleased To unfold
The great secrets numinous Of the scroll
And teach me. elevate me And star me in your firmament dose to the very crescent! All my gold is of little worth. My kingdom, my defences. My martial men, my patronage.